FIRST   ENTRY
dig in the front line system near Hamel. A couple of
companies are required for work under the Royal
Engineers. They go off before dusk and later I ride
up to see how things are going and to talk to the men.
There has been some shelling. In the moonlight
I see an officer sitting down. In one hand is a
photograph and in the other a flask, 'This is my
darling wife/ I hear him say to himself, holding up
the picture high for adoration, Vho has shielded me
for years.' *He is drunk/ I think, as I approach.
Suddenly all is smoke, dust, stink and dirt. A h.e.
shell of heavy calibre has arrived. The air vibrates,
the roar is deafening. Then all is calm. 'Any one
hurt?' I ask-4Can't find the officer, Sir/ calls out
the sergeant. 'Dig for him like blazes down there/
I order, pointing to a heap of wreckage. They dig
like mad and find a bit of cap ('twas before the days
of tin helmets), a leg, an arm, a scrap of cardboard,
torn, and on it a portion of a photograph, *I send
you the enclosed photograph/ I write home later,
to the officer's wife, che always thought so much of
you and spoke so feelingly of you. This photo was
on him when he died.' The shelling continues but
the work goes on. I stay with them, it is their first
nasty jar. Two days later the Commanding Officer
published the following in orders:
'The following has been received from H,Q.
4th Division.
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